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BS the fair Moon, one Winter's Night, 
ZDiffus'd abroad her uſeful Light, 

ight which the borrows from the Sun, 
Becauſe ſhe has none of her own, | 
Ihe Earth came like a drunken Queen, 
and rude'y poſtled in between: 
eier the ungrateful Elf, 
wis eclips'd perſelf; 
mor Milchtef {a+ we've often read) 
oer the Agzrefior's Head, 
Face, fuffus'd with Red, 
PR oaftrous Twilight ſhed :” 
 rimion Bluſhes ſe-m'd to ſhow 
of what was done below; 
Seve ann ee e 4 

r, wh fe 1 ſhan 1 = . , 
1 N _ ait Nun. 
1 before with Half an Eye 
Vonj'rers and Aſtrologers, 

Who're always peeping at the Stars; 
And as wiſe Folks are mighty free 
The World ſhould know how wife they 


| be, — 24 
The Matter in a We or we 3 
Was fairly ſpread the Nation through. 
As the predicted Time drew nigh, - 
The People's Pulſe beat wond'roug high: 
All Ranks and Stations groan d to ſee 
The long expected Prodigy. 


When the Day ca they ſigh' * ; 
is y came, . N . tg" What nied 


Night, : *y 
To fill their Bellies witth the Sight, 


Bur there's no Truth, they ſay, but will [Up to the Houſe's Top they hie 
Admit of lome Exception! 10 rl ore 8 . Sey. 4 
For ſtreteh'd at Faſe in elbow C ir, N [The Mute, reliant, now relates 


. od vg Ws devoid of Care, 
© frocet.in Cheap/ide, 
With ede * 
Sat ſnoring loud and gaping wide! 
In him, it ſeems, the Spark divine 

Did much to Fleſh and Senſe incline, 
Ie had no mighty Taſte, not he, 
For conj'ring and Aſtro'ogy, 
Besides the Labours of the Day 
Had batter'd and fatigue! his Clay, 
Poing this comforta le Nap, 
{As Fortune order'd it ty hap,) 

nto the Room his Daughter trips, 


LSE Do, proy Papa, let's ſer th Edipſe,” 
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At this ſelf ſame myſterious Sight, 
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But not one Syllable he hears, 
he drowſy God, as it appears, 
Had cramm'd with Poppies both his Ears, 


At this ſhe gave his Sleeve a Pluck, 


By Way of rouſing of him up. 

But all ſhe did avail'd no more, 

Than had ſhe tried to wake the Door; 
He ſnor'd as loudly as before. 

She cills and plucks, and calls again 
In more authoritative Strain, | 
At laſthe opes one languid Eye, 

And ina Yawn makes this Reply: , 


i ſure, I think, the Girl's a Fool, 


Or elſe ber Wits are gath'ring Wael. - 
Child, you hid better ge to Bed, 


However, Miſs would take no nay, 

For Women ſtill will have their Way. 
So now. the Family prepare 

Hats, Bonnets, Cloaks, and other Gear, 
| To guard againſt th' inclement Air. 
Here, Betty, bring Papa's great Coat,” 
Cries Miſſy in a ſquallipg Note, 

Befs ran, 1 if for Life and Death, * 
But might as well have ſav'd her Breath. 
Old Folks will ſeldom guided be, 
So. wear 
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e Thing (days N Pm fold, 
% Thar Wever fut to krep out Dy s 
need ſug Cav ring for the Ain? 

&* Fes lag withiit that's warn within” © 


so when, Zir Py, had wet each Eye, 


A ſad Diſpoſal of the Fates: 


For while theſe harmleſs Gents above, 
Tn PCC Harmony and Love. 


Sat ſtaring, with ſupreme Delight, 


Some ſly inſidious Thieves below, 


| Taking Advantage of the Show, 


(As Thieves, you know,, are apt to do,) 
[Carried of Furniture and Plate, 

At a moſt lamentable Rate, 

In ſhort the Houſe ſo fairly ſtript, 


{| That nothing portable was left, 


IIls hourly lurk in Ambuſcade, 


Our choiceſt Comtorts to invade; 


hen fetch'd, no Coat would he. 
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Ua Then det chaſe Sters ram in your Head.” 


| Tis thus we 


| 
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Humbly addreſſed ta all their worthy MaAsTEks and Mis TRESSES, 


But Mortals ſtill aſleep we fee 

In th' Cradle of Security. 

Supinely careleſs Negligence | 
They ſhow in Things of Conſequence, 
But are for Toys as cock-a-hoop 

As is the School-boy o'er his Top; 

So when they think no Danger near, 
The Foe attacks 'em in the Rear. 

A Whipping-poſt is held a Charm, 

Our Hen-rooſts to protect from Harm; 
Gaolers and Juſtices combine 

To keep our Linen on the Line; 

And if a. Man but ſteal a Horſe, 
Suſpended he muſt be of courſe. 

A Fig for all ſuch Rogues, ſay I, 

That merely filch our Property. 
ite miſp{ace our 
While a more dang'rous Thief is near; 
A Thief ſo powerful and ſtout, 

No Bars nor Bolts will keep him out. 
No Gibbets can reſtrain his I hett, 

For thieve he will while Aught is left. 
He ſteals the Roſe from Chloe's Face, 


1 And plants foul Wrinkles in it's Place; 
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Me nmcherſomething ev'ty Hour. 
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And ſtrange as you may it ſuppoſe, 

He of it's ſmelling robs our Noſe: 

In ſhort, to keep kis Hand in, Ure, 
| The Pi:ferer has got Key ; TBE 
To pick the Lock of Memory; % 1 
And in the courſe of fourſcore Years, * £ 
He glunders both dur Cyes and Bars: 
So that if eber Old Age we ſee, 
He læaves us ſcarce one Faculty. 
Atlaty tout himſelf with Prey, 
HeſtealVt Man himſelf away. - + 
We've Thieves enough upon this Ball, 
| But Tim's the greateſt 'T þict of all. 


What then remains, but that we lay 
Such Treaſures up as don't decay, 
And which u Thief can ſteal away ? _, 
That Treaſure which 'tis God's r' impart, 
The Treaſure of a graticus Heart. 

'F heſe are the Riches that endure, | 
When Life itſelf ſhall be no more, | 
Arte, Empire, Learning, Wealth, muſt fall, 
But VIRTus ſhall ſurvive them all. 
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